274          HAWTHORNE AND HIS WIFE.
among the stars, and, for my sake, patient and effeo tive over a cooking-stove.
Our breakfast was late, because we concluded to have only breakfast and dinner. After breakfast, I put the beloved study into very nice order, and, after establishing him in it, proceeded to make smooth all things below. When I had come to the end of my labors, my dear lord insisted upon my sitting with him; so I sat by him and sewed, while he wrote, with now and then a little discourse; and this was very enchanting. At about one, we walked to the village; after three, we dined. On Christmas day we had a truly Paradisiacal dinner of preserved quince and apple, dates, and bread and cheese, and milk. The washing of dishes took place in the mornings; so we had our beautiful long evenings from four o'clock to ten. At sunset he would go out to exercise 011 his wood-pile. We had no visitors except a moment's call from good Mrs. Prescott. . . .
FEBRUARY 4, 1844.
... In the papers it is said that there has not been so cold a January for a hundred years! I think we are miracles to have survived that fortnight in this house. Were we not so well acclimated, we should probably have become pillars of ice. As it was, our thoughts began to hang in icicles, and my powers of endurance were frozen solid. Mary the cook, while washing in a cloud of stearn, put her hand to her head, and found her hair all rough and